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Enough 


Author's Notes: 

iim not super comfortable writing angst or writing axl, so naturally the first gnr thing i'm posting here is a 
little angsty axl thing. go figure. i guess that's just the power of me being so desperate for sebaxl content 
that i wrote it myself 


Axl wishes he understood it. 
Nothing ever feels good these days, so he doesn't understand why Sebastian does. 


Sebastian has a kind of energy that's usually too much for Axl. It reminds him a little too much of Steven, and 
God knows Axl could never handle hm. 


Fuck, maybe that's part of it. He has no right to, but he finds himself missing Steven these days. It's not right 
with Matt, he knows it. 


Nothing is right. Izzy is so clearly clocked out he doesn't understand why the fucker doesn't just quit already. 


Duff and Slash are so far gone they might as well not even be there. 


It's all wrong. He hates being around them, hates having to watch everything they built crumbling around 
them. Hates that the only way he knows to cope with it is fight and then flight, hates that he knows that's 


just taking a jackhammer to what's already breaking. 
Hates that he's about to do it again 
Backstage after the show, he feels like he's suffocating. He has to run. 


And that's when Sebastian is smiling and pounding on his dressing room door, asking him to hang out with the 


Skids tonight. 


Its too hard to say no, so he smiles and says yes. Sebastian is like a puppy in a broken home - so blissfully 
unaware of everything going on inside Axl's head, everything tearing Guns to pieces, who is Axl to take it out 
on him? 


It occurs to him that Sebastian is essentially the only thing anchoring him right now and he tries not to 


overanalyze that. 


Hanging with Skid Row turns out to be a low-key affair compared to how Axl has been living the past few 
years, and he keeps catching glances from Sebastian across the room that make him wonder if Sebastian isn't 
oblivious after all. 


He doesn't have to wonder anymore when Sebastian approaches him late in the night, more sober than Axl has 
ever fucking seen him, and says, quieter than Axl has ever fucking heard him, "I don't know what's up, but l'm 
here for you, dude." 


It's not the most profound thing that's ever been said, but he'll take what he can get. He scoots closer to 


Sebastian and Sebastian drapes him in a hug, and it's so warm and comforting Axl wants to cry. 


He's falling off a cliff and Sebastian's only just barely caught him by the back of his shirt. The fabric will rip 


soon enough. 


But right now, Sebastian checks to make sure no one is watching before pressing a quick kiss to his forehead, 
and it's enough. 


